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FICTION. 
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No. 18, the Christmas number, contains ‘A Christmas 
Eve,” by Arthur Lot, a complete Christmas story, and a 
very charming one, by the way; **The High School at 
Ware,” a forcible and amusing sketch of rough life; “A 
Scotch Marriage,” in two parts, of which the first ts 
given in this number, and which promises to be a most 
pathetic story of patient suffering and cruel deceit; 
“ Burglary—Ten Years,” a truly novel contribution to 
realistic romance; several more chapters of **Bent, Not 
Broken,” a novel which grows from page to page in 
power and brilliancy of style. Faith,” by the author of 
“<Feanne,” is begun, and the opening chapters show great 
delicacy and purity of style, and a tone of narration 
quite opposed to the sensational. It is altogether a de- 
lightful holiday number. 
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Miss Euphemia Smith’s Diary. 

No Row of His—illustrated. 
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A Poet’s Diary—R. K. Munkittrick. 

Marariep Missries—No. XXIV.—Arthur Lot. 

Puck Suggests a few Appropriate Designs—illustrated. 
Natural Philosophy in our Boarding- House—illustrated. 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


N ouR American civilization there is but 
one crime that is beyond forgiveness. 
Let a man murder his wife, and we will 
charitably find him insane; let him embezzle 
money from the city treasury, and we will 
discover that his mind is weakened by the use 
of chloral; let him shoot down another in cold 
blood, and we will give him not only a fair trial, 
but a circus and a pantomime, too, if he wants 
them. But let that man only drink alone, and 
he is socially damned for all his life. Let him 
quietly take his drink, and no more than his 
drink, when he happens to need it, and—but 
nobody wll let him take his drink in that sens- 
ible fashion. It is safe to say that there are 
very few men in this country who really under- 
stand that a drink may be taken in the singular; 
and that it is not necessary for a man to walk 
two miles to hunt up another man to take it 
with him. 


For what on absurd thing *it is, after all. 
When he finds the other man there is still an- 
other man with Aim, and when they get to the 
sample-foundry, they find there a fourth man, 
who has brought seven others worse than him- 








self. And then everybody has to drink with 
everybody else, and probably a twelfth man 
comes in before the eleven have got through 
with their treating. In that case there have 
been 144 drinks paid for and drunk, At an 
average of fifteen cents for a drink, this has in- 
volved an expenditure of $21.60. And out of 
the twelve men, certainly eleven will go back 
to their offices wholly unfit for work. One or 
two of them will have laid the corner-stones for 
vigorous, protracted, and expensive sprees., 
And all this because the original man wanted a 
drink, and didn’t dare to drink alone. 


* 

The departing year will not only leave melan- 
choly memories, but legacies that are by no 
means desirable. Indeed they are legacies to 
dispose of which in a proper manner might 
well appall the stoutest heart. How are some 
of these things to be settled, and where can we 
begin first? The murder of a good President, 
who in a short time had endeared himself to all 
hearts of whatever shade of political opinion, 
has left the punishment of the assassin in our 
hands. Whether he will pay the penalty of his 
crime remains to be seen. We suppose his 
trial is strictly in accordance with the forms of 
law; but it is, nevertheless, a sorry spectacle, 
and will not do much toward raising us in the 
estimation of the world. It would be a gross 
miscarriage of justice if Guiteau should manage 
to escape his deserts through some technicality ; 
and yet we should not be surprised at it, after 
what has taken place. 


The Star Route question has also to be set- 
tled. The gentlemen who are most interested 
in it are much nearer the penitentiary than 
they imagine. Political partisanship will no 
longer be of any service to them; for President 
Arthur, following in the footsteps of his prede- 


| cessor, will carry out the prosecution to the 


bitter end. We have no desire to be prema- 
ture, but we don’t think it would be out of 
place for Messrs. Dorsey & Co. to get measured 
for their striped suits, so that they may be quite 
ready in the early part of the ensuing year. 
Then we have the pension system, or rather 
swindle—it is better to call things by their right 
names—which must certainly be discussed, 
seriously, before another twelvemonth has 
passed over our heads. It seems as if the coun- 
try had only just begun to awake to the infamy. 
Yet, there are so many people interested in the 
continuance of this fraud on the public, that 
the prospect of reform in the matter is exceed- 
ingly slight. All that we can do is to endeavor 
to make the nation realize how it is being 
robbed by those who have pretended to have 


served it. 


* 
* 


And the old year goes out, too, leaving Civil 
Service Reform still an open question, and a 
question that we fear will remain an open one 
for many years tocome. ‘There is no promi- 
nent politician bold enough to come forward 
with a practicable plan which would dignify 
the public service and prevent the breeding of 
Guiteaus. We said from the first that politics 
murdered Garfield, and we have no reason to 
alter our opinion. One thing is certain: that 
everybody cannot be in the civil service, as 
there are only a limited number of offices, and 
that any plan is better than our present system, 
which, in nine cases out of ten, gives an utterly 
incompetent person a position as a reward for 
helping to get another.man an office. 

* 


There seems to be something very attractive 
in drawing a salary from the Government; and 
yet the pay, as things go, is not large, and a 
man can never be sure of his post for more 
than four years. The sacrifices that are made 
to obtain what, after all, is no career at all for 
any man of self-respect are enormous. ‘The 





same energy that is displayed in grasping the 
shadow would, in most cases, more than secure 
the substance in some other walk in life. We 
do not propose to show how public servants 
should be chosen; but if they were simply 
drawn as jurors are, without reference to their 
special aptitude, it would be much better than 
the present humiliating scramble for the places. 
What we call politics is, who shall and who shall 
not fill certain offices. Of real policy or states- 
manship we have little. 


And, while os are on the threshold of an- 
other year, we must remember that the offens- 
ive institution of practically-licensed polygamy 
yet exists among us. Mormonism has long been 
threatened to be stamped out, but the more it 
is threatened the better it appears to flourish. 
It is useless longer to temporize with this bar- 
barous community. If the Mormons wish to 
keep up their brutal and licentious organiza- 
tion, let it not be done under the flag of the 
United States, which assumes to protect those 
over whom it waves. Where is, then, the pro- 
tection for the wives of a Mormon husband— 
for it is monstrous to suppose that they occupy 
their miserable position of their own free will 
and accord? The filthiest Oriental tribal su- 
perstition never equaled Mormonism in its 
principles, It is a sin against light and against 
knowledge, and its existence is a blot on the 
escutcheon of the United States. 


* * 
Our navy was probably never in a worse con- 
dition than at the present moment. It is no 
navy at all; and yet it is worse than no navy, 
because we are spending millions of dollars 
a year on useless hulks and rotten craft, which 
would go to the bottom from the first shot of 
an enemy’s gun that might happen to strike 
them. Whether Congress, in its wisdom, will or 
will not give us a navy, some provision ought, 
at least, to be made for the defense of our coast. 
Our seaboard cities are at the mercy of any 
foreign enemies, for all likely foreign enemies 
have powerful iron-clad vessels, armed with 
guns that can carry projectiles for miles, while 
not only have we no ironclads or guns, but we 
have not the machinery to construct them, al- 
though we lack neither skill nor ingenuity. It 
says little for our prudence that for so long a 
time we should have allowed our valuable prop- 
erty to be without the most ordinary protection. 
A private individual guilty of such neglect 
would be locked up in b lunatic asylum, 


. 
Monopoly, during the past year, has made 
gigantic strides, and beyond the organization 
of a rather weak anti-monopoly association, 
nothing has been done to oppose it. The 
Senate is fast becoming a House of Monopo- 
lists. As the power of the British House of 
Lords decreases, so the power and influence of 
our ‘‘ House of Lords”’ increase, for the men 
who control the railways and telegraphs through- 
out the country are much more “lords’’ in 
their way than the proudest freebooters and 
cut-throats that ever came over to England with 
the Norman Conqueror. Only the utmost vigi- 
lance on the part of the people can prevent the 
mighty monster of monopoly from encircling us 
in its coils, It is too much to hope that it can 
ever be crushed. 
* , 7 
But the burning question for discussion in 1882 
is the Tariff. Are we to take some steps toward 
adopting Free Trade, or to remain for ever in 
the slough of Protec.ion? Are a few manu- 
facturing capitalists and artisans in less than 
half-a-dozen States in the Union to be pro- 
tected at the expense of three-fourths of the in- 
habitants of the United States, who are pro- 
hibited from buying in the cheapest market, 
and are often compelled to use inferior articles 
forced on them by the protected manufacturer ? 
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MIXED. 


A.PHILOSOPHIC LAY. 








There once was a man whose name was Jack, 
That went and bought him a fine new hack, 
In which he rode to the stormy sea, 

Along with a gruff, bluff, big bumble-bee. 


They rode so long and they rode so fast, 
That Jack wished himself safe home at last, 
For they could not see to either shore, 

For the waves behind and the sky before. 


Said Jack to the bee: ‘* What shall we do?” 
«« Why,” said the bee: “I will just sting you, 
And then you will jump so very far, 

That we’ll surely land in‘a distant star.” 


«‘ This is philosophy, as you know, 
For what is, is, and it must be so,” 
Said Jack: ‘* Agreed,” and the bumble-bee 
Then with Jack’s proboscis made very free. 


Jack gave a jump; but the truth to tell, 
Why, his jump fell short—in the sea they fell: 
And I beg to ask, is: what is true, 
When you try to do, and you never do? 
WILL FUENTREs. 








SWEARING ON. 





My name is—but no matter, it will be seen 
at the end of this interesting confession. I 
know that I am good, I know that I am pious, 
and I almost fear the consequences of the vir- 
tuous and beatific life I have led. 

Henceforth Iam a changed man, and will 
try to be wicked as other men are. The thought 
of doing what I know to be wrong makes me 
sad, but no other course is left for me. ‘These 
are some of the resolutions I have made: 

1.—I will, after the first of January, try to 
drink ardent spirits in the shape of cocktails 
and other preparations of the nauseous com- 
pound, Hitherto, when I have sought to do 
this, my tongue clove to the roof of my mouth, 
and my teeth would clasp the brim of the gob- 
let and I could not swallow one drop. 

2.—I know it is exceedingly sinful, but this 
year I have resolved to do as other men do and 
use some sweat-words, I shall even venture io 
say ‘damn.’? How awful it looks when it is 
written! When I once do it, it will come easier 
afterward; but I dread the first effort. Oh, 
horrible prospect! But the resolution is neces- 
sary for my happiness. 

3.—I have resolved to wear in my shirt-bosom 
a jeweled gaud, otherwise known as a solitaire 
stud. I am obliged to do it. The ordinary 
three studs and buttons have hitherto suited me 
very well, but I heard it has been whispered 
that I am unfashionable. Therefore, the first 
reception I appear at, the hated ornament will 
be a conspicuous object in my shirt-bosom. 
Gentle reader, pity the sorrows of a pure young 
man. 

4.—In future I must lie—that is to say, it be- 
hooves me to tell things which have no founda- 
tion in fact. From boyhood I have always 
been noted for my truthfulness. I could not 
have said what was false to have saved myself 
from flagellation. But such goodness is utterly 
lost on a corrupt and mendacious world. Yet 
will I lie henceforth if each word sticks in my 
throat. 

5-—No word of slang has ever passed my 
lips. Ihave never told anybody to take a tum- 
ble, or stag somebody’s nibs, or to come off 
anything, or to work a racket; to get on to a 
snap, or pull down his vest, or to achieve the 
édair; and yet I find that, to hold my own 
among my fellows, I must use all these expres- 
sions every hour of the day. It will cost me 
even a greater effort than to swear. I shall 
begin my slang exercises while paying my New 
Year’s calls, and will see how the ladies take it. 
Hope I shall not perish in the attempt. Some 





people say young women like slang; I can’t 
believe it. If it be so, the world is more cor- 
rupt than I thought. I will, I think, commence 
with “I should blush to twitter.”” 

6.—I know not what it is to borrow money. 
No man can point me out as one who ever owed 
anybody anything. But it has not made me 
popular. Therefore, I have henceforth resolved 
to get all the cash I can from all my friends, and 
return the amounts to them after the lapse of 
months, I have no use for the money; but if it 
has the effect of making me cut a more interest- 
ing figure in society, I shall, indeed, be happy. 

My seventh and final resolution is, to get 
inebriated occasionally and sleep in the gutter. 
I have not the slightest conception of what the 
sensation is, but 1 know it is a base and demor- 
alizing practice. Yes, I will try to be vicious; 
I willtry to be bad and obnoxious to myself 
in every way. May I be successful! 

‘TimorHy BAHLAMB. 








NEW YEAR’S PRESENTS. 


It is impossible to ascertain what is really the 
proper article to purchase fora New Year’s pres- 
ent, because so many things are advertised as 
being the correct article. And you get no 
light on the subject by making inquiries of 
dealers, as they all seem to be enthusiastic over 
the vir.ues of their own particular wares. 

The optician will calmly advise you to pur- 
chase your blind grandfather a pair of purple 
enameled pearl opera-glasses. 

A hardware dealer will tell you with a com- 
placent countenance that the best thing you 
can do to perfect the felicity of your cousin, 
who lost both legs in a game of faro, is to pre- 
sent him with a pair of club-skates. 

The barber will recommend a shaving-brush 
for your girl, and a bottle of bay rum for your 
uncle who is in the inebriate asylum; while the 
dealer in human hair will unhesitatingly advise 
you to send a wig to your bankpresidential 
uncle who is wearing loud clothes in states- 
prison. 

The man who keeps a ‘gents’ furnishing estab- 
lishment’ will counsel the heathen contingent of 
every church in the land to supply, as early as 
possible, the natives of far-away, lonesome sun- 
lands with Cardigan jackets, merino under- 
clothes, and dress studs, 

We might go on in this vein all day, and 
make such a long philosophic article, full of 
flowery thought, and reeking with raison @ éire, 
that it would run over into the cartoons, and 
perhaps interfere with the subtle harmony of 
the divine outfit—so we will not do it. 

We will simply state that guides should be 
furnished to give solid advice on a subject re- 
quiring so much astute consideration. Samuel 
J. ‘Tilden, Blaine, Evarts and Conkling are out 
of work at present, and they might be engaged 
at reasonable prices. ‘Then a man would never 
be known to present his deaf brother with an 
orchestrion, his lady-love with a bull-pup, or a 
casual female acquaintance with a set of arti- 
ficial eyes that she doesn’t need any more than 
a negress requires face-powder. 








A PRINTER WHO recently went to work in a 
Cincinnati lard factory says it is the fattest 
thing he ever struck.—Adz, 





Roast Goose may not be the bird of Para- 
dise, but we venture to say that the r. g. makes 
b. 0. p. rustle pretty hard to assume the pro- 
prietorship of the cream-cake. 





AN EXCHANGE speaks of something that hap- 
pened at a certain period of Evarts’s life. We 
never before knew that his life had periods, but 
that it was given entirely to commas. 





Puckenings. 





Hovup-a! here we are again! —Mother Shipton. 





A Rinc THEATRE the destruction of which 


‘would cause but little regre-—Tammany Hall. 





THOSE YOUNG men you see flitting about 
making calls in dress coats on New Year’s day 
are the latest candidates for admission to the 
asylum for idiots. 


UP To LATEsT dates it does not appear that 
there are quite as many governments in Peru 
as there are authors of “ Beautiful Snow”’; but 
Peru has to be heard from again. 





THE Pope charges $5,000 to make a man a 
count, and yet a count shaves us daily for fif- 
teen cents, The investment in the title does 
not strike us as being a profitable one. 





IN ONE respect we are sorry that the “ Jean- 
nette’’ has been heard from—it is not fair to 
the clairvoyants and spiritualists, who had been 
preparing so much information on the subject. 





IT ALways makes a boy crazy with disap- 
pointment, when he sees a three-cornered yellow 
dog running along the road, to go for a stone 
about the size of an egg, and discover it to be 
frozen in the ground so hard that it can’t be 
raised by a pickaxe backed up by prayer. 





COMMANDER CHEYNE is going to “ the Pole” 
by balloon. ‘‘ The Pole’’ is as good a name 
for ‘‘the bourne whence no traveler returns”? 
as any other, and by a balloon is no doubt as 
equally expeditious a way of getting there as 
the present methods of quitting this sublunary 
sphere. 





CoRONER Knox issues blank permits to the 
elevated railroads for the removal of dead 
bodies. One of these fine days, unless the 
“block system”’ is at once adopted on these 
roads, Coroner Knox will have more than a 
comfortable day’s work in signing permits that 
are by no means blank. 





Tue CHAMPION fire-engine company in 
New York can harness up and get out of the 
engine-house inside of 2% seconds. But this 
record is slow as the vengeance of the gods 
compared to the time made by the average 
poet in getting out of this building- and he 
doesn’t stop to harness up, either. 





‘THE IMPERIAL Austrian father of an im- 
perial little girl was said to be imperially affected 
when the i. |. g. expressed a wish to adopt an 
orphan of the Ring Theatre fire, instead of re- 
ceiving a Christmas gift. Good for the i. a. f. 
and the i. 1. g.; but they are not a bit better 
than many other charitable people who are not 
imperials, 





Now THE holidays are here, and we are wan- 
dering around up to our necks in solid bliss. ‘he 
old year is dead and gone, with its hollow 
mockeries and tailor bills, and we start afresh 
on a rosy stream in an ivory shallop, and throw 
bricks at the humming-birds rifling the flowery 
banks as though cashiers. And we sing jocund 
songs, and feel like a lot of jay birds on a May 
morning, when the dew lies on the clover, and 
the goat stands on his hind legs to take the sleep- 
wrinkles out of the back of his neck, We are 
just nonplussed with the joyest kind of joy, 
and you can fetch on your whirlpool of sleigh- 
rides, mince-pie, arctic overshoes, hot punch, 
pretty girls, roast goose, and all that sort of 
thing as lively as you can. We’re prepared for 
the vortex, and we’d like to have it unabridged. 
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NEW YEAR’S DINNER SONG. 


Atr:— Yankee Doodle. 








The dainty oyster on the shell, 
The soup called macaroni; 

Filet de sole, or bluefish broiled, 
And smelts, so sweet but bony. 


Roast lamb, mint sauce, beef a /a mode, 
Roast veal or pork, with apple; 

Of chicken, duck, a bite, and then— 
The vegetables grapple. 


The turnip mashed, potatoes fried, 
The pea, the cauliflower; 

The beet, the bean, the onion, too, 
That bulb of subtle power. 


For game, red head or canvas back, 
The snipe, the quail, the widgeon; 

The partridge, grouse, the callow squab, - 
That undeveloped pigeon. 


The cream méringues, the Charlotte Russe, 
Sponge-cake or lady’s finger; 

The macaroon and cocoanut 
On palates sweetly linger. 


Vanilla cream, the Roman punch, 
In which the alcoholic, 

If frozen stiff, ’tis thought by some, 
Becomes less diabolic. 


Bananas, grapes, a bit of cheese, 
But not a lump of ‘ toffee”; 
Some raisins, nuts, an orange, pear, 
And last, a cup of coffee. 
Cuas. F. PIDGIN. 








THE PRINCE LEOPOLD-HOOLIHAN 
NUPTIALS. 


Mr. Patrick Hoolihan, the courteous and gen- 
tlemanly janitor of the Plumbers’ and Book- 
Agents’ Institution for Savings, was looking 
over the daily papers one day last week, and 
chanced to notice the announcement of the 
forthcoming nuptials of his royal nibs, Prince 
Leopold. 

Mr. Hoolihan, occupying a position which 
made it impossible for him to have too intimate 
relations with the depositors’ money, and thus 
enjoy the lavish luxury peculiar to persons of 
wealth, was not a little surprised when he read 
that the Prince was to have $50,000 extra by a 
special Act of Parliament. 

He regarded it as a monstrous outrage, and 
proclaimed to a couple of aldermen that Prince 
Leopold had no more right to such treatment 
than his own son, Patrick Hoolihan, Jr., who 
was also in love—not with a Hohenlinden 
duchess, but with the eldest daughter of Mrs. 
Zenobia Mulcahy, the Cortlandt Street apple- 
woman, 

Meeting his son that very day, Mr. Hoolihan 
impressed on him the importance of getting 
married early, and of the utter folly of putting 
things off. He counseled his son to call at the 
Mulcahy mansion and prupose that very evening, 
and assured him that if his suit should be favor- 
ably received, he would petition the president 
and directors of the Plumbers’ and Book-Agents’ 
Institution for Savings to grant him a sufficient 
annuity to enable him ‘to live in a manner be- 
coming the only son of Patrick Hoolihan, d’ye 
moind, faughaballa, bedad! 





That evening, when the stars trembled like 
dry leaves in a New Jersey tornado, and the 
new moon looked like a Chatham Street cloth- 
ier’s nose covered with tinfoil, Patrick Hooli- 
han, in his opera-hat, swallow-tail and cream- 
colored overcoat, moved like a thing of grace 
in the direction of the sumptuous headquarters 
of the Mulcahys. 

When within a block of the imposing pile, 
he for the first time realized the peculiarly ten- 
der nature of his errand, and, like a sensible 





person who is also sensitive, he decided to go 


into the first place he met and brace his nerves 
with a solid snifter of the fell destroyer. 

As every block in New York City has on an 
average three sample-rooms, it was not a great 
while before Patrick Hoolihan, Jr., had taken 
his cough-medicine, and was chewing a clove 
at the richly-carved ebon portal of the imperial 
chateau of his fair enslaver. 

With nervous movement he pulled the bell 
twice, and stood looking at the stars, his soul 
meandering through a lovely valley of ecstatic 
doubt. The door slowly opened, and the Mul- 
cahy butler received the Hoolihan, Jr., card on 
a silver salver, and showed the young lover into 
the fragrant parlor. 

When he entered the richly-tapestried bou- 
doir, he found the object of his affections seated 
on a yellow satin-covered lounge, humming an 
air from “‘ Lohengrin’’ and running her jeweled 
fingers through the shaggy hirsute of a high- 
priced, blue-ribboned Skye. Their eyes met, 
and removing a huge chunk of chewing-gum 
from her mouth, and laying it on the ivory 
escritoire, she arose. 

“Oh, Patrick, are you here?”’ 

‘*My Myraline, I am!’’ 

She fell into his arms, and laid her rich golden 
curls on his shoulder while he told her all; told 
her how he’d been awake at night as though he 
had dined on apple-pie and lobster, thinking 
about her, and wondering how he would ever 
be able to make enough to support her. 

She accepted him on the spot, and a few 
minutes later was again seated on the yellowsatin- 
covered sofa, watching the bottle-green pea- 
cocks so delicately embroidered on the exquisite 
fabric. 

He drew an ottoman up and sat at her feet, 
holding her dainty fingers, soft as Thracian snow, 
in his own. 

‘And if you get the ten thousand dollars per 
annum,’’ she murmured like a Grecian lute in 
a moonlit jasmine bower: ‘it will be so sweet; 
for then you can leave the police force.’’ 

“Yes, darling; no more I’ Il have to lug the 
sanguinary thug and put him in the jug; and I 
shan’t have to walk around all night in the rain, 
and run the risk of losing my position if I am 
seen taking a drink or sleeping in an areaway.”’ 

For a long time they gazed at each other in 
enraptured silence; it seemed as though they 
were stranded in some out-of-the-way fairyland, 
where summer always smiled. Finally he said: 

o— you call your mother in and tell her 
a ?”? 
“She can’t come now,”’ replied the fair girl, 








If They Will Wear Valuable Diamonds in 
the Street— 





THE Lapres Hap BEtrer ApoptT SOME SuCH 
METHOD As THIS, 





coyly: “she is at present engaged in evolving 
the matutinal fish-balls.”’ 

Then they relapsed into a balmy quiet, until 
finally the old lady came in on her own ac- 
count. Shescratched a match on the heel of 
her shoe, and lit a broken clay pipe, and com- 
menced to smoke like a Turk, She heard the 
whole story, and gave her consent, after which 
proceeding she brought the decanter, and they 
took a good long drink. 


a 

On the following morning Mr. Hoolihan 
made known to the venerable president of the 
Plumbers’ and Book-Agents’ Institution for 
Savings the betrothal of his son Patrick and 
Myraline, only daughter of Zenobia Mulcahy, 
the Dowager Applewoman of Cortlandt Street, 
and petitioned him to ask the directors to grant 
his son an income of ten thousand dollars per 
annum, 

The president said he felt sure the directors 
would refuse to consider the subject seriously, 
and that it would be unnecessary trouble to 
approach them on the subject. 

Mr. Patrick Hoolihan thereupon said that he 
would take pains to have the next monthly 
meeting of the directors opened by Mrs. Mul- 
cahy herself, and he believed the request would 
then be granted, as the directors were all pos- 
sessed of the feelings of knights and courtiers. 
This was more than the venerable president had 
bargained for, and he acknowledged, reluc- 
tantly, that the provision would undoubtedly 
be made, if Mrs. Mulcahy should open the 
meeting. 

Thereupon the marriage prospectus was 
printed, and Patrick left the police force and 
became a lion in social circles. He had a suite 
to follow him all around, and every one gave 
him a cordial reception. He was taken to 
Central Park, and some of the specimens of 
Caledonian sculpture, which no sculptor living 
can understand, were thoroughly explained to 
him by a policeman in gray. ‘Then he went to 
a foundling asylum on Harlem Flats, and de- 
livered a lecture showing the relations existing 
between Lyra Jocosa and Morbific Cult. ‘Then 
a committee of pig raisers explained the work- 
ings of the Harlem breweries, and defined the 
late Samuel J. ‘Tilden. 

‘The young man about to embark on the sea 
of matrimony was highly delighted, and, later 
in the evening, when he was serenaded, he made 
a neat speech and showed his great financial 
sagacity. On the following day he was given 
the liberty of the Kensington Beer Gardens, 
and allowed to walk on the grass, and pick 
flowers and do as he pleased. 


- 

Of course, this all may seem very wild; but, 
if it were the solid truth, it would not be a bit 
wilder or more unreasonable than the latest cable 
reports regarding the forthcoming marriage of 
Prince Leopold, the latest Royal sprig who is 
incapable of getting married on his own re- 
sponsibility, and too high-toned to wed a star 
actress, if he could find one who would con- 
descend to support him. 








On New YeEar’s day the snifter 
Wili be a sorrow lifter, 





Don’t CALL during the day on the 1st ina 
swallow-tail. It would be as correct to wear a 
helmet, a pair of skates, and red suspenders on 
the outside of your coat. 





No LONGER doth the snipe 
Pipe; 

No longer doth the quail , 
Sail; 

But now we like them most 
On toast, 
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AFTER THE ANTIQUE. 





Rich cabinet of Louis’s reign, 
Speak! Tell me secrets of thy time. 

What hast thou seen of joy and pain? 
In what old chamber, rich, sublime— 

But hark! The antique relics speak, 

. And tell their histories complete: 

«¢ Our elegance was made, last week, 

By Yankees down in Nassau Street.” 


What dingy, quaint old Holland town, 
O tile, first saw that sky-blue cow, 
With herdsmen running up and down? 
Must still be silent? Answer thou. 
«<Just hold your horses,” said the tile: 
‘‘ Before you rave, and are quite lost on 
This antique nonsense. Wait awhile. 
We’re made a few miles out of Boston.” 


Say, shining bronze, both rare and old, 
When didst thou come from far Japan? 
The bronze replied: ‘* That’s where you’re sold. 
We're modeled by an Englishman.” 
Thou cloth of faded loveliness, 
Upon what Gobelin loom wert made? 
But thus the tapestries confess: 
«¢ We’re manufactured for the trade.” 
ALBERT H. Harpy. 








FREE LUNCH. 





It 1s Now that the impecunious poet wears his 
arctics in bed, and makes his ulster act as an 
extra quilt. 





SoLomun Is said to have had some goo wives 
of all sorts. What it must have cost him for 
fries in boxes when he stayed out late! 





Now THE tramp journeys toward the Cohoes 
jail, the most luxurious winter resort known to 
the fraternity. He’ll be on deck on the road 
with the violet. 





THE MAN has great confidence in humanity 
who will propose to a girl by postal-card. We 
have heard of such men, but are not personally 
acquainted with any. 





Ir THE sidewalks are so slippery on New 
Year’s night that a policeman can’t stand up, 
it will be considered a sort of divine indor-e- 
ment of temperance-——by temperance people. 





YES, GENTLE CoRALIE, the gasbill is a bird 
of the spo: nbill family. 
spoonbill which became lonesome and sad, and 


we attempted to get a gasbill to keep it com- | 


pany. ‘The latter was so large, however, that 
we couldn’t get it on the same farm. The 
gasbill is a bird which often reaches many 
thousand -feet, and is believed to be coeval 
with the ornithoryncus, 








BOOT DONNING. 





*Tis now that the man who has been out in 
the swamps shooting, comes down in the morn- 
ing and attempts to put on his boots, He grasps 
the straps and begins kicking against everything 
that comes in his way, except the dog. 

When he takes the bark off the piano legs, 
his wife steps in, and says her little say in a 
manner which shows that she has a voice in the 
domestic cabinet. ‘Then the man goes outside 
and kicks against a tree, when a hole in the top 
of his stocking sends that valuable member fly- 
ing up around his ankle in a snarl, and he is 
obliged to haul off the boot, adjust the stocking, 
and begin over again. ’ 

After a good breathing spell he starts a 
secondtime. He holds the bow of the stocking 
containing the hole under his foot with his toes 
to keep it in place, and then he hauls off and 
lets his foot out for all he is worth, When it 
lands on the tree, it almost lifts his soul off the 
hinges, and the great force causes the straps to 
give way, and he loses his balance and goes 
down the cistern, head over heels, and splurges 
around like a dry-goods clerk in a borrowed 
swallow-tail. Then he is fished out; and, after 
promising, with a smile, to take his wife to the 
minstrels that night, he cuts the legs off his 
boots, converts them into slippers, and vows he 
will never again wear anything but shoes, 








FRELINGHUYSEN’S HERITAGE. 
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THE NEW SECRETARY—“ It *LL 
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BE A DEVIL OF A JOB TO STRAIGHTEN ALL THAT SNARL OUT. 
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We recently owned a | 











FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 





No. CCIV. 
New Year’s Day. 


Ya-as aw, Mrs. 
Fitznoodle has pos- 
itively made up her 
mind to weceive 
visitahs on New 
Ye-ah’s day, or 
wathah on the day 
aftah, notwith- 
standing aw my 
stwongly-pwo- 
nounced objection. 
As a mattah of 
course, there is no- 
thing left faw me to do but to submit aw 
quietly, faw I can’t have any differwences with 
my wife about a twifle; besides, it is a gweat 
deal too much twouble to quarwel aw—only 
vulgah people quarwel. 

** My de-ah,”’ I ventured to wemark: “ have 
you weally made up your aw mind to be pwe- 
pared to weceive everwy man you have evah 
met aw since you have been cweated ?”’ 

“Why not, Fwank?”’ she weplied: “Iam 
sure I am verwy glad to welcome everwybody 
at this joyous time of ye-ah, I haven’t kept 
open house since we have been marwied, and I 
think the perwiod has now arwived.’’ 

“ Ya-as, that is quite twue aw, but—”’ 

“And,’’ continued my wife, not giving me 
the opportunity of finishing my aw sentence: 
“‘T want all my fwiends to see the boy. I 
don’t think you take half enough notice of 
him.”’ 

“You are, my de-ah, quite too awfully ab- 
surd, but I am sure I shall not dweam of oppos- 
ing you.’’ 

** Please don’t, Fwank, my love,’ she said: 
*“‘ faw I have wesolved to make this a special 
occasion, Iam going to have an extwemely 
choice luncheon, and a varwiety of wines and 
spirwits.”’ 

“IT hope, only, that some of the visitahs will 
not take maw than will comfortably agree with 
them, Too much bwandy-and-watah or sherwy 
has fwequently the weverse of a beneficial ef- 
fect on the dwinkahs of such beverwages,”’ 

** You are too horwid faw anything!’’ my wife 
exclaimed, almost angwily: ‘“‘do you think 
that any of my fwiends could so far forget 
themselves as to behave in an impwopah man- 
n2zh? And, Fwank,I don’t wequire you in the 
woom faw any part of the day. I shall posi- 
tively insist on your going out and making calls, 


| and dwopping cards in baskets that may be 
| hung outside the doors of wesidences of peo- 


ple who are not weceiving; I will pwepare your 
list.”? 

This is all the satisfaction I obtained by in- 
terferwing with Mrs, Fitznoodle’s Amerwican 
pwejudices, faw I shall be obliged to go and see 
these people, and shall wetire to west perfectly 
weawied aw. 








‘THE IMPECUNIOUS lovers are the persons who 
deplore the awful fashion of ice-cream eating in 
winter, 





IN SUMMER the mosquito, 

The petulant mosquito, 

Around you comes a-buzzing, 
And makes you sad appear; 

But in the windy winter 

It is the airy snowball 

That skims along the highway 
And,takes you on the ear. 





A FRESH YOUNG lady out West writes us to 
find out when Walt Whitman first published his 
“* Beer Taps.”’ 
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MISS EUPHEMIA SMITH’S DIARY. | 


At my WInDow, 
New YEAr’s Day, 1882. 





10 a,m—I am not receiving to-day. It is 
several years since I have received. It is not 
because I have no callers. I wish that dis- 
tinctly understood; because my retirement 


might possibly be misconstrued. It has been a | 


voluntary retirement. I have begun to see the 
hollowness and frivolity of the world. At thirty- 
three one’s ideas, I find, begin to change. And 
I am thirty-three. You would not think it; but 
I am thirty-three. Nobody would think it, ex- 
cept that horrid Melpomene Jones. She says I 
am thirty-nine; but everybody knows Melpomene 
Jones is a cat, And if I was thirty-nine, she 
ought n’t to say anything. Everybody knows 
that she is forty-one, if she’s aday. She joined 
the woman’s rights people ten years ago, and 
she said then she was old enough to vote. And 
anybody could tell that when a woman joins 
the female suffragists she must be over thirty. I 
am the only exception. I joined nine years 
ago. 

I don’t care for Society any more. But I 
like to sit here at my window and watch the 
giddy world go its foolish way. ‘The absurdi- 
ties of this utterly ridiculous fashion of New 
Year’s calling make me smile. I watch, and 
note everything down in my dear, darling diary. 
Thank heaven, no vulgar, self-conceited men 
are coming here to annoy me. I have hung a 
little basket on the door-bell, and they can put 
their horrid cards in thas, 

10:15.—There goes the first caller for our 
block, It is young Vandenhooven. He is go- 
ing to see those miserable Gibley girls. I wish 
them joy of him. There is nothing in any of 
those Vandenhoovens, It was his elder brother 
that I sued for breach of promise in 1867, and 
the jury gave me six cents damages. Oh, this 
is a cold world. 

r0:27.—There are the two Bloogus boys 
going to call on the McGilligaskies, How per- 
fectly absurd they look trotting around to- 
gether! When I was receiving calls I always 
used to exclude twins, A girl can’t marry 
both of them, and one looks like half a man. 

11:03.—Young Willy Wimpledon is just 
starting out to make his calls. He must have 
been up very late last night. I dare say he 
came home orribly intoxicated—I know he did 
—he looks so suspiciously bright and fresh. 

12:22.—It is simply disgusting to see the 
crowd of callers at the de Winkleheim’s, If 
my father had kept a soap-boiling establishment, 
fshould n’t care to make myself so conspicu- 
ous, and turn my house into a regular place of 
public resort. ‘hey might just as well keep a 
bar-room. I saw eleven baskets of champagne 
going in there yesterday. And there may have 
been twelve, only I was looking the other way 
at the Jedborough’s. Would you believe it! 
those people are so mean that they have laid in 
only one single case of wine, and I’m sure it 
was California wine, at that. 

2:15.—Those Blumenthals are receiving this 
year, though it is n’t two years yet since they 
put p or old Blumenthal under the daisies. It 
lacks a week and two days. 


3:27.—Young Bargammon has just come | 


out of the Bluegages, in a state of bestial in- 
toxication. No, it ’s no use telling me that 
he ’s ill—they ’ve only got up that ambulance 
to deceive people, and make them think it ’s 
one of his epileptic fits. I know he ’s subject 
to them; but it is no use telling me that a man 
has fits on New Year’s. 

4:35.—There’s another man in a state of 





shameless inebriety. He does n’t show it—he 
walks quite straight and he Jooks sober; but 
there is the circular mark of a coal-hole on the 
lower portion of the back of his light overcoat, 


NO ROW OF HIS. 
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ARTHUR—“ Ficut iT ouT, GENTLEMEN—I CAN AFFORD TO WATCH.” 








and I know that he has sat down hard and for- 
gotten it. 

5:20.—I’m glad of it! I’m very glad of it! 
It serves him just right! ‘That ridiculous little 
Horatio Van Subsellah was coming along the 
street just now looking as proud as a peacock, 
for all his family made their money in junk and 
rags, and everybody knows it. And just as he 
got opposite Mamie Dusenboom’s house, down 
he went on the sidewalk, right in the slipperiest 
place, and brought an ash-barrel down with 
him. It serves him right, for making such a 
sight of himself on New Year’s day. It’s time 
this absurd fashion was entirely abandoned. I 
am rejoiced that I can conscientiously say that 
I personally have consistently discountenanced 
it the whole day. 

6.30.—A very nice-looking young man has 
just come up the steps and left a card in my 
basket. It may be that 1 have been too severe 
upon this business of calling. It may have its 
good side, after all, I am sorry that I did not 
see him. I did not recognize him; but I have 
no doubt he was really anxious to see me. 1 
will go down and get his card. 

6:35.—I have underrated the infamy of this 
institution of New Year’s. This was the card 
in my basket: 





Mr. MALACHI TOJAMBE, 


HOMCGPATHIC CHIROPODIST. 


Ladies atiended at 
thetr residences. 

















A Watt STREET BROKER says on New Year’s 
day he heard of less puts than calls. 


ONE ToucH of winter makes the whole female 





_ world sealskin. 





RAMPANT CRANKFULNESS. 





Park Commissioner Lane, the ‘‘ senior wrangler,” 


Is a Lane-k crank. (Police!) 


Smug-faced superintendent, mean, 
Takes the little drama-queen, 
Florine, 
From-her mother, with a yank; 
Which showeth, to be frank, 
That he is*’a blanketty blank 
Blank blank 
Crank. 


Old Bergh ’s a ‘* beastly ” crank; 

Oh, put a lissom liver-pad upon each 
horse’s flank, 

And let Bergh, like the organ-grinder, 
work his little crank. 

Then the plumber is a crank 

While he hammers on your tank, 

And smashes up the faucets at the 
handle or the shank. 

How they batter, batter, batter, 

With a most unearthly clatter, 

As your pipes they shake and shatter. 

But soon will smile the Spring, 

And then their bills they’ll bring— 

Great, monstrous bills for services; and 

when unto the bank 

You send them with a check, 

And all your pipes a wreck, 

You'll fancy them philosophers— 

yourself the festive crank. 


A young man on the sidewalk 
Beside a lamp-post sank— 
’T was not the various liquors 
By that same fellow drank. 
He looked over his glasses and wank 
With a wank, wank, wank, 
And, with a smile, he murmured, 
**I am the soul-eyed pelican—that is, 
the champion crank.” 


Now, there’s Newark’s busted bank— 

Perhaps O. Baldwin pretty soon 
Will prove he is a crank; 

And if he can, like Romeo, 
His blessed stars he’ll thank. 

So we’ll stop the lyric-engine 
On the subject of the crank, 

crank, crank, crank, crank, 
On the everlasting subject of the crank. 
B. B. FORTESKITTRICK. 
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“EN AUTOMNE, ADIEU LES” 
AMOURS.” 


All day in a coat which is rusty biack 
I perch on an office stool, 
And the car I despise, for my exercise 
Is to plod on foot when the weather is cool. 
And every morn, on my way down-town, 
As I pass a milliner's store, 
There’s a fair little maid looks out at me 
With a nod and a smile as I pass her door. 
Through the great front window I catch a glimpse 
Of hats of a marvelous shape, 
And [ sometimes stop and glance through the shop 
At the mingled mass of ribbons and tape. 
There are satins and silks of gorgeous hues, 
And scarfs and laces galore; 
But the fairest sight through the window pane 
Is the nod and the smile as I pass her door. 


Never a word have I spoken to her, 
And I do not know her name, 
I am conscious that I am bashful and shy, 
And sometimes fancy that she is the same. 
Did we speak, she might find me prosy and dull; 
So I’m wise that I ask no more 
Than the host of good wishes she looks each day 
In the nod and the smile as I pass her door. 


At my desk I’ve acquired a permanent bend; 
That a clerk in a threadbare suit, 
Who is somewhat bald, can hardly be called 
A lover ’s a fact that I can’t dispute. 
Vet every night, as I muse o’er my pipe, 
And number my few friends o’er, 
I give her a place who gladdens my way 
With a nod and smile as I pass her door. LL. 








AMUSEMENTS. 





The special Christmas matinée and night, at Hav- 
ERLY’S FOURTEENTH STREET THEATRE, exhibited Mr. 
and Mrs. Frank S. Chanfrau to the best advantage. 

' Holiday audiences have rarely been treated to a more 
amusing entertainment than ‘ Mother-in-law,” at the 
ParK THEATRE. It is as bright and funny as can be. 

Of «* Esmeralda,” at the MADISON SQUARE THEATRE, 
we can only say that it runs along merrily, and has, so 
far, not betrayed the least signs of getting out of breath, 

The Rainers, Mile. Julia de Bertrand, the Ladies’ Phil- 
harmony, Mlle. Juliette Laurance, together with Louis 
Blumenberg, are still the attraction at KosTeR & BIAL’s 
CONCERT HALL. 

The great theatrical event of the century will be the 
opening of WALLACK’s THEATRE. Mr. Wallack says 
that the building will be found unexcelled in beauty, 
safety and convenience, and we can quite believe it. 

Louis Aldrich and Charles T. Parsloe are playing in 
‘*My Partner” at HAVERLY’s BROOKLYN ‘lHEATRE. 
The piece is too well known to need comment, and if we 
did anything in the way of comment, it would be only to 
say something favorable. 

The illustrious tragedian, Ernesto Rossi, is to appear 
in New York once more at the ACADEMY OF MusIc, 
January 17th, ‘Ten performances are to be given. He 
has met with great success, especially in Philadelphia, in 
** Edmund Kean” and ‘ Hamlet.” 

To discover the North Pole is by no means an easy 
matter, but we don’t think it is harder than to find any- 
thing new to say about ‘‘The Passing Regiment,” at 
Daty’s THEATRE. Miss Ada Rehan and Mr. John 
Drew are, in this play, doing very much to add to their 
reputation. 

Mr. John McCullough having covered himself with 
glory in his round of characters at HAVERLY’s FIFTH 
AVENUE THEATRE, Miss Fanny Davenport is now play- 
ing her farewell engagement prior to her departure for 
London, arid ‘ Camille” is the play, with Mr. George 
Clarke, Mr. Charles Fisher and a good company. 

The * Patience ” at the METROPOLITAN CASINO is a 
bad superfluity. The acting is nothing more than bur- 
lesque, and no member of the company appears to have 
the slightest conception of the intentions of the authors in 
writing the piece. A few lessons in the principles of 
zestheticism would do the costumer good, so far as the 
blending of colors is concerned. 

The Vokes family appeared last week in ‘“ Belles of 
the Kitchen ” and ‘* Cousin Joe,” at BOOTH’s THEATRE. 
The family has some ability, but it should lose no time in 
having the dialogue in its specialties re-written. Few 
things balder or more inane in the way of burlesque have 
ever been heard or seen on the American stage. Kate 
Claxton, in “The Two Orphans,” with good support, is 
a welcome change from the ponderous attempt at fun by 
the Vokes family. 


There are other ‘‘Patiences ” in the market, but none 
equals the veritable and original article at the STANDARD 





THEATRE, with the funny Mr. Riley as Bunthorne, and 
the finished artist, Miss Augusta Roche, as Lady Fane. 
There are rumors floating in the air regarding a piece 
called *¢ Claude Duval,” but ‘* Patience” has yet a long 
lease of life. To-morrow night the hundredth consecu- 
tive performance of the piece will take place, when a 
handsome souvenir will be presented to each visitor. 








Answers foy the Anrious. 


HASELTINE.—If you call on her in a dress-coat in the 
day-time, you will find the Bogardus bagpeer in the front 
hall, under the stairs. 4 

MINNIE MIMPLE.—We have put your Christmas poem 
to sleep in our waste-basket, and tucked it nicely in, and 
lett it to sleep away the golden hours until the O I C-man 
comes along and calls for it. 

AMATHUS.—You are too classic for us. If you had 
lived in the time of Plato, you might have contributed to 
the South-Athenian Punch ; but the ages have been get- 
ting ahead of your style of humor. 

PROVINCIAL INQUIRER.—So that ‘‘ belted knight” joke 
has just reached the provinces, has it? Well, it has been 
a long time doing it. It was started in the time of the 
Round Table, and was barred out of society as obsolete 
by Richard Cceur-de-Lion. 

FuTuRE NuIsANCES.—Yes, we know quite well that 
the sword in our front-page cartoon hangs at Arthur’s 
right side instead of at his left. We put it there on pur- 
pose; that is, our artists did. It has been rather dull in 
the Art department of late, and they want to have a little 
excitement in reading letters from the idiot contingent, 
explaining that swords are usuilly worn on the left side. 
Now just send in your communications, and show us how 
aurora-boreally smart you are, and then form in single 
file and call round at the office, and we will give you a 
golden crown and a barrel of brine apiece. 











REJECTED ADDRESSES. 
[VEW SERIES. 


We have received so many pathetic and indig- 
nant remonstrances from rejected contributors 
that we are beginning to be convinced that we 
are really heartless and indiscriminating. We 
have therefore resolved to start a column of 


4 ' . . 
‘Rejected Communications,” 
and let the rejected have a show for themselves. 
Contributions requested. 


THE EFFECTS OF BAD DRAINAGE ON CON- 
NUBIAL HAPPINESS. 





When I take my walk at dewy eve 
I always go alone; 

The reason you shall soon perceive 
Why I must go alone. 


My Mary’s nose is broad, but keen, 
It scents the breeze afar; 

Iv’s the surest nose I’ve ever seen 
For scenting the breeze afar. 

As soon as fades the day’s broad light 
She carefully sniffs the air, 

And swiftly fastens the windows tight 
As she keenly sniffs the air. 

Saying the while, ‘The night air’s bad, 
There’s malaria about. 

7 go for a walk! You must be mad! 
When malaria’s about! 

«Some fine, dry night I’ll go for a walk, 
When there isn't that dreadful smell, 

And we can saunter and safely talk, 
Not breathing that dreadful smell.” 


We're wedded now, ten years or more, 
And still I walk alone; 

I’m growing bent and my hair is hoar, 
Taking my walks alone. 

I’m a city clerk, at work all day, 
While Mary takes the air. 

When the bright sun drives bad smells away, 
Then Mary takes the air. 

And we’re a happy couple parted— 
Work al) day and drains at night— 

Sometimes I feel half- broken-hearted 
When Mary sniffs the air at night. 


But I rest my hopes on future years, 
When Colman ’s swept the outside, 
And our municipal overseers 
Shall clean below the outside. 
When New York shall be a city clear 
Of all malarial blight, 
And Mary’s nose shall never fear 


The all malarious blight. S. R. H. 








A POET'S DIARY. 


These are some of the events of an average day in the 
life of a compounder of comic verse: 

Got up, took a bath, shaved, ate two slices of ham and 
four fish-balls. Talked about the absurdity of swell 
funerals with the landlady. Then went down-town to 
the office, and found the foreman panting for copy. Said 
he must have something. Picked up a pen and dashed 
off the following: 

BY THE FIRE. 
Ah, now, what honeyful blisses, 
My sweet, are mine and thine; 
I ravish with loving kisses 
Twin rosebuds bright as wine. 
Now, my blue-eyed little lisper, 
While shrieks the biting storm, 
Naught ’s audible but thy whisper, 
So tender, sweet and warm. 
While love our lives doth leaven, 
Dispelling Fate’s alarms, 
A foretaste rare of heaven— 

Editor looked over my shoulder and said: 

. “We don’t publish hymns; give us a nocturne in 
primary red, and just infuse into it sufficient orange to 
make it scream a little.” 

Poem killed. Foreman in an awful condition; jump- 
ing round with an anchor on to hold himself down. Presses 
yawning for the forms and the forms yawning for more 
type. Struck a big idea. Couldn’t get time to write it 
down, but went out to the composing-room and said the 
following to the typos, who put it right in shape. 

There was a little bird up—on a tree, 
Upon a tree, up—on a tree, 
There was a little bird up—on a tree, 
And the bird and tree were there. 
And then came along a bumble-bee, 
A bumblee-bee, a bumble-bee, 
And then came along a bumble-beey 
And said he didn’t care. 


The bird he sang his little song, 
His little song, his little song, 
The bird he sang his little song, 
And the song was just immense. 
And when the bumble heard the song, 
Heard the song, heard the song, 
And when the bumble heard the sorfg, 
He flew across the fence. 

Struck the editor for a quarter to getlunch. Didn't get 
it. Went out and tried the free-lunch game. Had some 
olives and hash-balls. Then started out and priced pat- 
ent-leather shoes, and went down to the market for my 
landlady and ordered half a hog to be sent home. Got 
a good idea fora comic poem from something a bar- 
tender said when a friend ordered them to be set up 
again. 

Then went back to the office and found there were 
several people waiting to see me, viz., a lady, the fore- 
man, the editor and the sheriff.. They all got talking to- 
gether. Couldn’t keep their words apart. They rattled 
on for twenty minutes, and on the top of the chaos the 
words danced around like this, all mixed up: 

Oh, that was just too nice—let’s have that copy; all 
hands waiting—that poem won’t do; false rhyme—I’ve 
been sent here to seize you—that painted plaque which 
you——hurry up with that copy—I won’t publish such stuff; 
the idea ’s older than Susan Anthony—where’s your fur- 
niture?—oh, it was so charming—we’ll have to work all 
night, if you don’t pitch in—I guess I’m editor and know 
what I’m about—come, now, I want to hang out the red 
flag—oh, what a darling little pug—what word is this, 
irrelevant or elephant ?—what do you want to put ele- 
phant in a retribution poem for ?—1’ll appraise the chat- 
tels, O darling—that page was lost; give us another— 
why don’t you learn to punctuate—certiorari, capias re- 
plevin nux vomica subpoena, Eumenides sarcophagus — 
WePlleerristereewiin 

Tempest kept up for half an hour. Don’t know, and 
never will know half they said, but all of them went away 
satisfied, except the sheriff. 





R. K. MumKITTRICK, 








The Christmas number of the Baltimore Every Satur- 
day is the best that it has ever published. It contains a 
perfect wealth of interesting matter from the pens of fam- 
ous writers and poets. Not the least striking feature of 
the paper are the contributions of the members of the 
Puck staff, which, unfortunately, did not arrive in time 
for Christmas, but which will undoubtedly grace the col- 
umns of an early January number of the publication, 
when the PUCK staff has quite finished collaborating on 
the articles; but they will be good—very good. 





** Indiana ” is not merely the name of a doubtful State, 
but also of a fascinating and powerful love story by the 
late Mme. Georges Sand, of which Messrs. T. B. Peterson 
& Brothers, of Philadelphia, have issued a translation by 
George W. Richards. 









































PUCK TO BAL! 


These are the Old Yet#Legacies 
A pretty Lot of Work /’@D_ 





bgacies to the New— 
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PUCK. 





MARRIED MISERIES. 


WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR Puck, BY ARTHUR LOT. 








No. XXIV.—Our Dramatic Club. 

I have stowed away in one of the corners of 
my cranium some great moral and literary ideas 
concerning the drama. Some day when I can 
find time, and c2zn convince myself that the 
world cares to know what I think about drama- 
tic art, I will ventilate those ideas. I was 
tempted to bring them in here, even if I were 
compelled to lug them in by the ears, but after 
due consideration I successfully resisted the 
temptation. The attempt to air those ideas was 
suggested by the fact that I here propose to 
give a brief account of our amateur dramatic 
association. One evening, when we were sit- 
ting calmly and quietly around 





to tackle some part in whatever drama we pre- 
sented, and Georgie wanted to follow Mrs. Lot’s 
example. Now, I had positively made up my 
mind that they should not play in any piece 
in which some other fellow should have imposed 
upon him the duty of hugging and kissing my 
women-folk. Understand me, if you please. I 
do not in the least object to hugging and kiss- 
ing some other fellow’s women-folk; let the ex- 
igencies of the play require those things of me, 
and you will be astonished at the gusto with 
which I will attack the business; but, when it 
becomes necessary for any one to hug and kiss 
my women-folk, I’ll attend to their wants, even 
if I should be compelled to stay at home every 
day in order to satisfy them. 

As is the case, I believe, with all amateur 
associations, the immortal William was first 





brought on the carpet. I honestly believe that 
some of our members would have attacked 
“‘ Hamlet ’’ without the least fear. Fortunately, 
however, I induced our members to let Wil- 
liam alone. Then they all wanted to play 
“The School for Scandal,”’ or “‘ Frou-Frou,’’ or 
““Money,’’ or some other impossible play. 
Finally, however, order was brought out of 
chaos, and we deterrhined to play “ ci Pon 
parle Frangais,”’ with ‘‘ Lend Me Five Shillings”’ 
for an afterpiece, because in those plays every- 
body would have good parts, and because it 
was not necessary for any one to hug my women- 
folk. I was cast for the Major; Georgie finally 
consented to be a looker-on, and Mrs, Lot was 
cast for Anna Maria. At first Mrs. Lot rebelled 
against being compelled to play the part of a 
servant; but, after I had explained to her that 

it was quite a prominent part, that 





the grate, the black-haired damsel 
who visits our next door neighbors 
rushed into the room, and, almost 
before she had recovered her breath, 
gushed out: 

“Oh, Mr. Lot, I want you to join 
our dramatic club 
“But, my dear Miss Hattie,”’ 
urged I, when I was interrupted by 

Mrs. Lot, who calmly inquired: 

‘*« What is it, Hattie ?”’ 

‘“‘We are getting up an amateur 
dramatic association, and we want 
Mr. Lot and you and Georgie to 
join it.”’ 

‘‘As I was saying, Miss Hattie,’’ 
remarked 1— 

“We'll join,’ said Mrs. Lot: 
‘When do you meex ?”” 

“On Wednesday, at our house,”’ 
said Miss Hattie. 

“We'll be there,’’ said Mrs. Lot. 

It is probably unnecessary for me 
to add that we were there and did 
join, At that meeting, however, 
we simply organized, agreed that 
everybody should think over the 
arrangements and plays, and then 
danced until it was time tu go home. 

After that meeting Mrs. Lot was 
stage-mad. She piped her tender 
notes as _/udiet—I resolved, however, 
that she should not play /udef un- 
less I played Romeo—she tore pas- 
sion to tatters as Lady Macbeth, and 
made Rome howl as Meg Merrilies. 
After I had finished my cigar in 
the evening, she invariably insisted 
upon giving me her rendering of 
some Shaksperian character. Islept . 
through the performances like a 
baby, and. as she was not much. 
accustomed to an audience, she 
thought my snores were an encore, 








A view of the tavern which his 
father and mother used to keep at 
New Brunswick, N. J., would be 
very pretty as a family memorial. 


PUCK SUGGESTS A FEW APPROPRIATE 


DESIGNS. 


W. H. Vanderbilt is said to have ordered at Paris several magnificent 
* stained-glass windows for the dining-room of his new palace on Fifth 
Avenue.—Daily Paper. 

















one household could not expect to 
monopolize all the leading parts, 
and that she would, by the present 
arrangement, have the inestimable 
advantage of seeing her dearly-be- 
loved husband act the important 
part of the A/ajor in a remarkable 
manner, she succumbed. 

It was understood that, at the 
first rehearsal, we should simply 
read our respective parts; but Mrs. 
Lot attacked the play as if she in- 
tended to be able to recite every 
word of it on the first convenient 
occasion. When I heard her spout- 
ing some of the words which, in 
my edition of the play, were set 
down for the Major, 1 remonstrated 
mildly. 

“My dear,’”’ said I: ‘* you are 
to play the part of Anna Maria, 
not the Major.” 

“ Well ?”’ said she. 

“Don’t imagine for a moment, 








Kull, 











For a marine view, we would 
suggest Commodore Vanderbilt’s 
sloop under full sail in. the Kill von 


my dear, that because you are my 
wife it is necessary for you to study 
my part. Even if I should be taken 
sick, you would not take my place 
in the piece, for I should not allow 
you to wear the breeches—away 
from home, any more—any more 
than you’d allow me to wear panta- 
lettes.”’ 

‘Which you'd like to do, I pre- 
sume,’’ said she. 

“If I were you, my dear,’’ con- 
tinued I, without heeding her in- 
terruption: “ I’d write out my part 
and the cues, and devote my at- 
tention only to those.’’ 

‘‘Well, as you are not me, I'll 
read the whole play. How am I to 
know what the play contains, if I 
don’t read it? How am I to get 











We held several meetings of the 
association before we could find a 
play which suited us. Every mem- 
ber was willing to play the leading 
parts, but no one was ready to fill 
the ré/es of servant-man or servant- 
maid. I couldn’t think of such a 
thing, of course; no one could pos- 
sibly expect me to stoop so low; I 
feel in my bones that I was born 
for Hamlet and Richard, How I 
would rouse the pit in the Bowery, 
if they would only employ me to 
play Richard there— 

«Bind up my wounds,” etc. 

I can almost see myself doing 
that business, and almost hear the 
house cheering me to the echo. 





For a pastoral scene, let us have 
Vanderbilt watering his stocks. 
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Vanderbilt and Gould would 
make a good portrait window. 
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the—so to speak—atmosphere of 
the play, if I do not peruse it? I 
attack it in the—not to put too fine 
a point on it—philosophical way.”’ 

The woman is actually making 
sport of me. . 

‘““But, my dear,’’ explained I: 
‘‘ the method I have suggested is the 
one used by regular actors.”’ 

‘“‘That’s why there are so many 
sticks on the stage,’ added she: “I 
propose to go to nature for my in- 
spiration.”” 

And go to nature she did. She 
called in the chamber-maid and 
the kitchen-maid, had them read 
the part of Anna Maria aloud, 
watched their movements and ges- 
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I must confess that I caused a 
great part of the difficulty which 
surrounded our selection of a play. 

Mrs, Lot had made up her mind 





There must be a trotting-horse 
window, of course. 





One of Vanderbilt’s crowded 
Fourth Avenue cars would look 
well on stained glass. 


tures, and imitated them before a 
looking-glass. Such gyrations, gym- 
nastics, and ridiculous manceuvres 
as she went through, and the lan- 
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guage as she used, are quite 
beyond the power of pen 
and ink. 

“My dear Georgie,” I 
said to my amiable sister- 
in-law: ‘I think this Anna 
Maria business will drive 
Mrs. Lot crazy. It’s Anna 
Maria everywhere: in the 
kitchen, at breakfast and at 
dinner, in the morning and 
in the evening and in the 
parlor. Do you suppose it 
will last long ?”’ 

“Oh no; only till the first 
rehearsal.” 

“]’m glad of that, heartily 
glad of that; but why do 
you speak in such a confi- 
dent manner ?”’ asked I. 

“‘Well,’? said Georgie: 
“T have belonged to two or 
three amateur theatrical or- 
ganizations, and it always 
happened that, at the first 
rehearsal, the ladies quar- 
reled.”’ 

“Good!”? exclaimed I: 
“T can even forego the pleas- 
ure of appearing as the 





NATURAL PHILOSOPHY IN OUR BOARDING-HOUSE. 





LANDLADY—* WELL, PEP.HAPS IT 7s RATHER A SMALL COAL-SCUTTLE; BUT, You Know, 
CoL_p WEATHER ALWAYS MAKES EVERYTHING SHRINK UP.” 
BOARDER—*“ THEN It MusT BE KINDER TROPICAL IN YOouR Room!” 


St. Louis has a hand- 
some girl who has been 
fourteen weeks in a trance 
state, and it has been found 
that the only way to bring 
her out is to invite her to go 
to the theatre. Her father 
is beginning to think he'll 
let her stay in the trance a 
while next time.—- Boston 
Post, 

“Can you look me in the 
face, Clara, and say that ?”? 
asked Fred. Said Clara: 
“Tm telling you the truth, 
Fred; but I’d rather not 
look you in the face, Fred; 
indeed, I wouldn’t. Mr. 
Easel, the artist, says we 
should avoid looking upon 
anything but the beautiful.” 
— Boston Transcripi. 

“* You must kiss me twice 
in the very same place, 
George, or I can never be 
your bride.’ ‘Are you 
certain of this, Myrtle? Is 
there no appeal from this 
decision?’’ ‘* None what- 
ever,’’ answered the girl, 








Major, for the sake of hav- 
ing less Anna Maria.”’ 

We went to the first rehearsal: Mrs. Lot 
brimming over with Anna Maria, Everybody 
arrived promptly, and, with our play-books in 
our hands, we proceeded at once to read our 
respective parts. I read mine with much force. 
Any one who recalls the play will remember 
that the Mayor was a great swearer. I was en- 
tirely at home there. I put those little plums of 
language commonly called oaths in with a vim. 
I made all my d—s d—d—s. When we had 
finished, the president of the organization, a 
young lady, held a confab with some of the 
other ladies, and then she approached me, 

“Mr. Lot,” said she: ‘the ladies wish that 
you wouldn’t bring the oaths in your part out 
so vigorously, If you could drop some of them, 
it would be better.”’ 

Isn’t it strange that those same ladies will 
listen to the same oaths in a theatre without a 
shudder, and yet, because I uttered them in a 
parlor, though they were written down in my 
part, they were horrified ? 

“* Of course,’’ said I: ‘I will modify them— 
even drop them, if you wish.”’ 

“ And could you,’’ said she: “ would you— 
that is to say, Mr. Lot, the-young lady who is 
cast for the part of your wife, in the play, says 
that she does not know you well enough to play 
such a ré/ewith you. Would you—that is—?”’ 

‘“You mean,’ interrupted I: ‘will I be so 
good as to resign ?”’ 

“I’m so sorry, Mr. Lot, but the young gen- 
tleman to whom she is engaged, that slight 
young man with spectacles, has volunteered to 
take the part.’’ 

What could Ido? What could I say? The 
lady who had been cast for the part of Afrs. 
Major was a delightful little creature, plump as 
a bird and sweet as a rosemary, and I had an- 
ticipated great pleasure from—that is to say, 
she was eminently huggable. I looked at her 
regretfully, and then replied: 

“© Of course I will resign, if you wish. It is 
very proper that the young lady’s lover should 
play that part.” 

““Oh, I am so glad you take it good-natur- 
edly,’’ said she. 

‘Then she went away, and imparted the good 
news to the plump young lady and the slim 
young man with spectacles, ‘Then the tidings 
spread through the room, and finally reached 
Mrs. Lot’s ears. 

She came to me at once. 


“Ts it true,’’ said she: ‘‘ that they have com- 
pelled you to resign ?”’ 

‘They asked me to resign,’’ said I: ‘and 
I did so.”’ 

“ Ladies,’? said Mrs. Lot: “I decline my 
part; you can get another Anna Maria as soon 
as you please.’’ 

She was inundated with questions as to her 
reasons for such conduct. 

“If my husband is not good enough to play 
the Mayr, I am not to play Anna Maria, and 
we are going home.”’ 

And home we did go. 

I may add that they obtained an Anna Maria; 
but, at the next rehearsal, my substitute made 
such a namby-pamby, washed-out Major that 
they all laughed at him, whereupon he and his 
charmer became disgusted, and retired from 
the organization. We sat, like Achilles, in our 
tent, and watched the proceedings. The final 
result was that, at the third rehearsal, finding 
that they could not obtain substitutes for the 
receders, the organization broke up. 








IT WAS THE HAT. 


I sat beside her at the play 
(They said it was ‘‘ Othello ’’); 

But who appeared, or how ’twas done — 
Well, ask some other fellow. 


I know an overture was played 
(The same they played iast season); 
And, later, people cried, ‘‘ Encore!”’ 
(I do not know the reason.) 


I heard a sweet, entreating voice, 
A stifled shriek, a groan —-a 
Short silence that, I take it, marked 
The death of Desdemona, 


But this was ali; I simply write 
These lines as a reminder 
To some one, that I lost the play 
Because I sat behind her. 
Eliot Ryder, in Boston Star. 


AN exchange ridicules the idea of the attempt 
| of English newspapers to have a political in- 
| fluence in the United States. But it is a sub- 
ject for serious consideration—save when a 
London editor speaks of Vice-President Blaine, 
of the State of Chicago, and Secretary Arthur L. 





Chester, of the city of lowa.— Norristown Herald. 








giving her bustle a hitch to 
the left. Looking lovingly 
into. Myrtle’s deep blue eyes, George bent over 
and ki-sed the sunny-haired beauty on her right 
cheek, just aft of where a chunk of gum lay 
silently alongside her jaw. “ And if 1 do not 
kiss you again we must part forever ?’’ he asked. 
“Yes,’’ replied Myrtle. “Then, good-even- 
ing,’’ he said, in cold, cruel tones: “‘ you have 
unwittingly released me from my vows,’’ and 
with a hoarse, piratical laugh, he jumped over 
the front gate and was gone.—Chicago Tribune. 

Mrs. SiMPLEs says her hubby talks real funny 
in his dreams. He said the other night he was 


| going to buy some chips next day, and it was 


only a week ago that he got in a cord of fine 
kindlings and chopped wood. — Boston Times. 
Younc man, look not upon the church socia- 
ble oyster stew when it is red —with pepper; 
because at the last it stingeth like an adder, 
and biteth a hole in your pocketbook to a con- 
siderable amount.— Wilhamsport Breakfast Table, 





BABY’S APPEAL. 


‘«¢ What makes I cry and folks say Ize naughty?” 
Cause stomach ache, and sour in my mouffy; 
Cause too, cant sleep, and worms bite ze belly; 
“* Fever” za say, feel like I was jelly. 

Guess your babies cry, Dick, and Victoria, 
When mamas gone, and don’t have CAsTorIA. 
** Your right, they fairly yell,” There Uncle Cy; 
Cousin Frank have Castoria, he don’t cry. 


All College Boys Should Read: 
“BENT, NOT BROKEN.” 











yas” A Story of College Life in Princeton.-@pmq 





Chapter I.—Princeton. 
Chapter IIl.—Making a Night of It. 
Chapter III.—The First Warning. 
Chapter 1V.—Fortuna. 
Chapter V.—Arthur Sees Something. 
Chapter VI.—Christmas Vacation. 
Chapter VII.--Back Again. 
Chapter VITI.—Arthur Makes an Acquaintance. 
Chapter IX.—In a Minor Key. 
Chapter X.— The Second Warning. 
Chapter XI.—Arthur Goes into Princeton Society. 





Published in FIcTION. 





A Weekly Story Paper Containing Only Original Stories. 





Ten Cents a Copy.—Four Dollars a Year. 


READ’S GRAND DUCHESS COLOGNE. 
MADE OF OTTO OF ROSES AND FRENCH FLOWERs. 
Sold by all Druggists at 25 cents and $1.00 a bottie. 
Wo. H. READ, Baltimore & Light Sts., Baltimore, Md. 
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HERE IS BUT 
ONE GENUINE 


ESSENCE OF 


Jamaica GINGER 


in the market, and 
that is 


Fred’ Brown's 


PHILADELPHIA. 


All others are Imitations or 
made to sell on the reputation 
of the ORIGINAL, and ma 
do harm, while FREDERIC 
BROWN’S, PHILADELPHIA, 
will always be a blessing in 


SPRINC, 
SUMMER, 
AUTUMN, 
ee WINTER. 


inallSTOMACH DISORDERS, 

For SLEEPLESSNESS, 

For SUDDEN CHILLS, 

When Drenched during the 
EQUINOX, 

When Cold in WINTER, 

When Distressed in SUMMER 


buy a bottle of your Druggist 
or your Grocer for 50 Cents, 
(insist on having the GENU- 
INE given you—FREDERICK 
BROWN’S, PHILADELPHIA.) 
and you will secure an article 
which will serve you well— 
ALL’ THE YEAR ROUND. 








SMOKE 


Crallo & Stora 


NEW YORK SEGARS. 


MADE of PURE TOBACCO. 
For Sale by all First-class Dealers. 





A WEEK. 
Outfit free. 


#12 a da 


at home easily made. Costly 
Address 


RuE & Co., Augusta, Maine, 


$12 





°TIS BETTER SO. 


Tis better so, ’tis better so, 

‘That you and I should never meet; 
Enough that all our past delights 

In memory linger, doubly sweet. 


Tis better so, ’tis better so; 
I would not tempt the frown of fate, 
Nor feel again the vengeful boot 
That kicked me o’er thy garden gate. 
— Brooklyn Eagle. 


‘‘T HAVE returned your umbrella: much 
obliged,’’ and he stood the affair of ribs and 
alpaca in the corner and hastened away. ‘Well, 
that is asurprise. I never expected to see that 
again,’ said the owner: ‘‘Let’s see. Well, no 
wonder. See how the thing opens. Every 
section broke out and every rid but one pro- 
truding. I’d have returned an umbrella after 
it got in such a shape as that myself,’ and he 
hurried off to get it covere’, swearing never to 
lend it again, but he will. A mancan no more 
refuse to lend an umbrella than he can prevent 
himself from borrowing one.—Mew Haven Reg- 
ister. 

THE old proverbs are great things. At least 
some folks think they are. One of them says, 
‘** A man cannot bite the bottom out of a frying- 
pan without smutting his nose.’?’ Now, what is 
there clever or remarkable about that? If it 
had said that a man cannot bite the bottom out 
of his nose without smutting the frying-pan, or 
that a man can’t bite the smut off the pan with- 
out frying his nose, or something like that, there 
would be something in it to interest and instruct. 
—Lowell Citizen. 

BARON VON STEUBEN has named a newly-born 
son Blaine Steuben. America hopes the dis- 
tinguished little German will not be liable-to 
sunstroke.—Krontkle- Herald. 





NO NEW YEAR’S TABLE 


Should be without a bottle of ANGosturA Bitters the world re- 
nowned Appetizer of exquisite flavor. Beware of counterfeits. 
Ask your Grocer or Druggist for the genuine article, manufactured 
by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 


HEISS’ CONCERTS, 14th ST., NEAR 6th AVE. 
EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 


FLAGS OF ALL NATIONS. 


This complete and elegant book should be in every School, 
Public Library, Office and Home in the land, as it embraces in- 
teresting and valuable instruction for Old and Young. No Tour- 
ist or Traveler should be without it 208 FLAGS, PILOT and 
ALPHABETICAL SIGNALS. Beautifully Lithographed, Cor- 
rectly Colored, and endorsed by the Consuls of the Different 
Nations as to their accuracy. For sale by all first-class booksell- 
ers, or sent by mail to any address, handsomely bound in Cloth 
and Gold, for $1.00. CHAS. TOLLNER, JR., 

Classon and Park Aves., Brooklyn, N.Y. 

N. B.—CARD COLLEC1ORS, I will send samples of 72 Flags 

for 25c.; full set of 201 Flags for 60c. 


Send one, two, three or five dol- 
lars for a retail box, b om, of 
the best Candies in the World, put up 
in handsome boxes. All strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents. Try it once. 
























Address, Cc. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 
F. J. KALDENBERG. 
A . MANUFACTURER OF 
SaGy ¥ MEERSCHAUM PIPES, 
IVORY GOODS, 
SMOKERS’ ARTICLES, &o. 


WHOLESALE AND Rerart. REPAIRING Dong. CircuLar FREeg. 
125 Fulton St., and No, 6 Astor House. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLE. 


It is what every boy wants, and what every 
man ought to have. 
Send 3-cent stamp for catalogue and price- 
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FINS list to 
CSR. THE POPE uT'G 60, 
“3 $75 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 





$1 55 A MONTH—Agents Wanted. Fast-selling 
Novelties and $2 Watches, just out. Catalogues free. 


Faron Mrg, Co., 138 Fulton St., N. Y. Samples r1c, in stamps. 





JENNINGS’ SANITARY DEPOT 
JENNINGS PATENT WATER CLOSETS. 
ie 7 Bualing Sp, XX. 
\ SU i j 





Mention this paper. 


{ Fae Amelie qos.oo: rhe _ ion Teepe tenon 
GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
BAKER’S 


‘Breakfast Cocoa 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess 
of oil has been removed. It is a 
delicious drink, nourishing and 
strengthening; easily digested; 
admirably adapted for invalids 
as well as persons in health, 

Sold by Grocers everywhere. 
W. BAKER &CO., 
Dorchester, Mass. 


Established 1838. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


Importers, Manufacturers and Dealers in 
Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Solid Silver & Plated Wares, 

363 CANAL STREET, 
Bet.S.s5th Ave. & Wooster St., New York 


Bargains in every department. 

American Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 

Solid 14 k. Gold American Stem 
. Diamond Studs, $10 and upwards. 
E Rings, $3and upwards. The .argestassortment of 
y Jewelry at lowest prices. Repairing of every de- 
SH scription neatly executed. Goods sent C. 0. D to 
any part of the U. 8. New I)lustrated Price List. 


THE ORGUINETTE 


4. = TeNRINGS 





















IS THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC-PRODUCING IN- 
STRUMENT IN THE WORLD. 


IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 


IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS! 


Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Reed Organs may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguirettes, Musical Cabinets, and 
pap eqnnne at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world, 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts. NEW YORK, 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co. 


Sole Manufacturers and Patentees, aa Send for Circular 





BE ATTY’S ORGANS 27 stops, 10 set reeds only $90. Pianos 
$125 up. Rare Holiday Inducements ready. 
Write or call on BEATTY, Washington, N. J. 





Enoch Morgan’s Sons’ 


SAPOLIO 


Is BETTER and CHEAPER than SOAP— 


FOR CLEANING AND POLISHING 
ALL HOUSEHOLD WARES. 


ONE CAKE WILL DO MORE WORK THAN THREE 
PACKAGES OF ANY OTHER SCOURING SOAP, 





— BEWARE of goods claimed to be as good as 


SAPOLIO. 


All of them are Imitations. 





END 12c. IN STAMPS FOR COPYRIGHTED “NINE 
Letter Puzzle’’ and about the $25 reward. Address 
N. L. P. Co., 446 Broome St., N. Y. City. 


$777: Year and expenses to agents, Outfit free, Address, 
P. O. VICKERY, Augusta, Me. 
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STEINWAY 


The Standard Pianos of the World! 


The Largest Establishment in Existence. 
Warerooms: Steinway Hall, New York. 
LYON & HEALY: 


63 and 65 Monroe St., Chicago 
Will send prepaid to any address their 
BAND CATALOCUE, 
for 1881, 190 pages, 260 Engravings of 
Instruments, Suits,Caps, Belts, Pom- 

pons, Epaulets, Cap Lamps, Stands, 
Drum Major's Staffs and Hats,Sundry 
Band Outfits, Repairing Materials ; also in- 










cludesInstruction and exercises forAmateur 
Bands, and acatalogue of choice Band Music 





a week im your own town. Terms - #5 outfit free. 
Address H. Hattetr & Co. Portland, Maine. 


SKATES! SKATES! 


Large stock at 75c., $1, $1.25, $1.50, $2.50, $4, $4.50, $5, $6, 
5 $7.50. Send fer Price-List.’ CARL Pie y T, 183 Bowery. 








O Mega=t Genuine Chromo Cords, no two alike, 
O ite name l0c. SNOW & CO., Meriden, Conn. 


DECKER’ S 


POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy terms, 
Good second-hand tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 726 BROADWAY. NEW YORK. 











MORGAN'S 


HAND SAPQLIO 


The Best Toilet and Bath Soap 
in the World. 


Removes Tan, Ink and All Stains, 
Leaving the Skin Soft and White. 








“JUST OUT.” 
BOOK OF INSTRUCTION 
IN THE USE OF 


INDIAN CLUBS, 
DUMB-BELLS, 


YY And other exercises. Also in the Games of 


QUOITS, ARCHERY, ETC. 
Fully illustrated, bound in cloth. Price 25 
GPNifaeceipr OF 300 POSTAGE STAMPS 
M. BORNSTEIN, Publisher, 
1S Ann St. New York. 


JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 








STEEL PENS 


oL0oBr ALL DEALERS THR Hou T Jak WORLO, 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION- 1878. 








NICOLL The Tailor, 


620 BROADWAY, 


And Nos. 139 to — aaa +: New York. 


Pants to order.. At to $19. 
Suits to order.............- $15to 
Winter Overcoats, from $15 up. 
Samples with instructions for SELF-MEASUREMENT sent free to 
every part ofthe United States. Branch stores in all principal cities. 





HAWKEYE DOTS. 


Buffalo Bill wants to play Hamlet, He'd 
better stick to Camille. 

‘* Oranges,”’ say the dealers: “ will be cheap 
this winter.’’ Not if you buy them of the train 
boy. 

Alphonso: ‘‘ You say you haveall your money 
in the bank, and you wish to know if it is safe? 
Oh, yes, yes; perfectly safe. You'll never see 
it again.’ 

All the rivers in Central Illinois are more than 
bank full, and there is enough water in the 
corn-fields about Greenville to lose the United 
States Navy in. 

“Ts this a good country for sheep?’ asked 
the traveler. ‘ First-rate,’’ said the settler, with 
great enthusiasm: “every man in the country 
owns four dogs, and whenever you miss a sheep 
you know where he is gone.’’ ‘The traveler de- 
cided to take a cattle-ranche and go in for Texas 
steers. 

Ad. Forepaugh bought Van Amburgh’s cle- 
phant, the other day, for $7,100. ‘That was 
cheap. Samuel Tilden paid ten times as much 
for one at St. Louis, five years ago, and then it 
missed its tip in the first performance. 

‘The best sermon in the world never yet 
reconciled the proud man, trying to curl his 
feet up and out of sight under the pew, to the 
painfully obtrusive and evident fact that the 
wife of his bosom had used his blacking-brush 
to polish the kitchen stove. 

—Robert J. Burdette. 


THE roller-skater does not break through the 
ice and get drowned. His legs roll out from 
under him, and he pounds the floor with the 
back of his head. ‘This does not hurt the floor 
at all.— New Haven Register. 

“ No,”’ said the bank cashier: ‘‘ I didn’t need 
the money. I wasn’t speculating. I had no 
necessity for stealing it. But, hang it, I didn’t 
want to be called eccentric.’’ — Boston Post. 





John McGinness says: Dr. Benson, I will pray for you 
as long as I live, because you took pity on me when I 
was sick and in the hospital, and sent me two boxes of 
your Celery and Chamomile Pills, and they cured me of 


Sciatica, Neuralgia and Nervous weakness. 





SPECIAL NOTICE. 





The Christmas number of Fiction, No. 18, published 
last Monday, contains a Complete Story, entitled: 


“A CHRISTMAS EVE,” 
By ARTHUR LoT. 


It is written in this favorite author’s best style, and is 
well calculated to touch the sympathetic heart of the 
reader. It differs very much from the conventional 
Christmas tale, which usually treats impossible subjects 
in an impossible manner. 

The same number also contains the first installment of 
a vigorous and original serial by the author of ‘ Jeanne,” 
a novel which was admitted by the press and public to 
be one of the strongest of its class ever written. The 
new novel is called 

‘‘FAITH.” 


By THE AUTHOR OF ‘ JEANNE.” 


The subject is very delicately, albeit truthfully handled, 
and pictures of high-life in New York, as opposed to the 
low-life scenes in ‘‘ Jeanne,” are vividly set before the 
reader. There will be no attempt at straining after eftect, 
for the characters are drawn from nature, and are people 
who, in the class of life sought to be portrayed, actually 
exist. 

Other interesting narratives will also be found in this 
number. No ¢ffort will be spared to make FICTION re 
tain the position that it now so proudly occupies as the 
best, the most refined and most original story-paper in 
the country. 

The success that has attended the publication of Fic- 
TION has far exceeded the most sanguine expectations; 
and it is not a matter of surprise, when it is remembered 
that this is the first opportunity afforded to people of 
culture to gratify their taste for light and imaginative 
literature presented in an attractive form. 





Ten Cents a Copy.—Four Dollars a Year. 


—y po 
satesseean’ 119 -so 14th Saereet, _ &. 











Furniture 


SALES-ROOMS, 


842 BROADWAY, COR. 13TH STREET, AND 
96 and 98 E. HOUSTON STREET. 


CHAMPLIN’S 
LIQUID PEARL. 


Some of its Leading Excellences: 
A fragrant and exquisite cosmetic, 
IT IS Beautifying, and benefits the complexion. 








Not injurious to the most sensitive skin. 
A most reliable article for the toilet. 
Sold by all druggists. 50 cents per bottle. Beware of imitations. 


CHAMPLIN & 00., Props., Buffalo, N. Y. 
$35 nisve'sx 50 Cts. 


owe’s 100 Choice Songs’? arranged for 
the Piano or Organ; contains the most popular music of 


D: on se = sheets, sells at the music 
tT | h Hc 00 Songs” wane bound in 


ml So cts. i tor $2.00. Sent by mail. 4 
fae BETA HOWE E, (over 40 years in the m 


taken 
business), 88 Court Street, Boston, Mass. 


pa nme PRESENTS. 
assortment of fine MEERSCHAUM oo) 
an IGAR-HOLDERS, as well as AMBE 
GOODS, all of our own manufacture, at CARL 
STEHR’S, poet Street, under the Occidental 
cular. 














Hotel. Sen 








Sold for $1.50 at all Stationers, ox 


KEUFFEL & ESSER, 127 Fulton St., N.Y. 
Importers of Drawing Materials. 





Your Own Cards, Labels, &c. 
@ PreSs $3, Larger size $8. 
13 other sizes. For business, pleasure, old or 
young. Everything easy by printed instruc- 
“4% tions. Send two stamps for Catalogue of 
~ Presses, Type, Cards, &c., to the factory. 


Kelsey & Co., Meriden, Conn. 













STERBROOK’S PEN 


All Stationers have them. 










,, Prof.Heller’s Magical Trick Cards 


The Magician’s own cards for per~ 
@ forming wonderful tricks. Every 


ly astounded, 
Some of the most remarkable illu- 
sions ever known can be performed 
with these cards, European 
magicians use these cards 
with wonderful dexterity. 
and surprise every one with 
their marvelous feats. Com- 
plete directions with every 
set. By mail, 10 cents ; 4 
Packe for 25 cents, with « 
» 111 Nassau St., New York. 


per day at home. Samples worth §s free. 
$5 to $20 Address Stinson & Co., Portland, Maine. 











60 Page If. Book Free, E. NASON 








THOS. K AILEY i or end Section! 
our A pena cor. i6ist St, t, ALY. 
" eaaeaiaaanemmmmerene es 


Toany suffering with oe 
or Bronchitis who earnestly 
desire relief. { Ce pee a 
means of Permanent and Pos- 
itive Cure. A Home Treatment. 


Nocharge for consultation by 
mail. Valuable Treatise Free. 
‘His remedies are the outgrowth 

his own sapertence; © ey are 

ly known means of per- 


Rev. T. P. P. CHILDS. Tr Troy, @ 
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No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 
No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


tae- STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 


KNOX, 


TBE BATTER’S 


WORLD RENOWNED 


ENGLISH HATS, 
“Martin’s” Umbrellas. 
“DENTS” GLOVES. 
Foreign Novelties. 


QUALITY — THE BEST!! “en 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable FT AQ *¥"&¥ can be found in every city in the U. S. 


All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. None genuine without the trademark. 





SILK, 


when judiciously selected, is, in every 
way, the most serviceable and elegant 
material for wear. 

There is a something in the rustle 
and appearance of Silk which makes 
even the most commonplace person 
wearing it feel well dressed. 

Vanity, to be indulged, has but to 
have the means of gratification at 
hand, and such a harmless indulgence 
H. C. F. KOCH & SON have made 
it their special duty to make possible. 

The prices at which they are selling 
good, reliable sz/ks, of every descrip- 
tion and color, has made for them a 
reputation second to none in the city. 

Through special arrangement with 
Paris and Lyons houses, they are en- 
abled to offer the best line of Silks, 
Satins, Moires, Brocades and Rhad- 
ames at prices, as usual, lower than 
those of any other house. Special for 
the Ball Season. 

A beautiful assortment of light col- 
ored silks, satins, with moires and 
brocades to match. 

Their black Cachemire de Lyon 
(a heavy Gros Grain Silk), especially 
manufactured for them, is warranted 
to give entire satisfaction, and is sold 
at prices ranging from $1.25 up. 


H. C. F. KOCH & SON, 
Sixth Avenue and 
102, 104 and 106 W. 2oth St. 





WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOL 
IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN VIENNA CITY 


COVERNMENT BOND 


Which bonds are issued and secured by the Government, and are 
redeemed in drawings 


Four Times Annually, 

Until each and every bond is drawn with a larger or smaller 
premium. Every bond must draw a Prize, as there are NO BLANKS. 
THE THREE HIGHEST PRIZES AMOUNT TO 
200,000 FLORINS, 

50,000 FLORINS, 

40,000 FLORINS, 

And bonds not drawing one of the above prizes must draw a 
Premium of not less than 130 Florins. 

The next drawing takes place on the 


ist of FEBRUARY, 1882, 


and every bond bought of us on or before the rst of February is 
entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on 
that date. 

Out-of-town orders sent in ReGistgrep Latrers, and inclosing 
#5, will secure one of these bonds for the next drawing: For 
orders, circulars, or any other information, address, 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


No. 150 Broadway, New York. 
[EsTABLISHED IN 1874.] 
N.B.—In writing, please state that you saw this in the English 
cK. 
aa The above Government Bonds are not to be com,a dwith 


any Lottery whatsoever, and do not conflict with any of the laws 
of the United States. 





It may be right occasionally to take a bull 
by the horns, but it is always well to keep in 
mind that the horns belong to the bull.—G/as- 
gow (Ky.) Times, 


WHEN you hear a maid-of-all-work singing, 
“I want to be an angel, and with the: angels 
stand,’”’ hand her a kerosene oil can, and after 
the fashion of the Arabs silently steal away.— 
NV. ¥. Com, Advertiser. 





Thousands of ladies have found sudden relief by the 
use of Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound. Send 
to Mrs. Lydia E. Pinkham, 233 Western Avenue, Lynn, 
Mass., for pamphlets. 





RENCH COOKS’ BALL.—The “Société Culinaire Philanthro 
pique”’ will give their Sixth Annual Ball for the benefit of the 
Widows and Orphans on Tuesday, February 7th, 1882. Extra- 


ordinary Gastronomical Display. 
SKATES! SKATES! 


Large stock at 75c., $1, $1.25, $1.50, $2.50, $3, $4, #4.50, $5, $6, 
$7, $7.50. Send for Price-List. CARL RECHT, 183 Bowery. 


$8 








A week to Agents. $10 Outfit Free. 


RIDEOUT & CO., ro Barclay St., N. Y. 


GOSTURA 








BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 

An excellent appetizing tonic of 
8 exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole world, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrhoea, Fever and “Ague, 
and ali disorders of the Digestive 
Organs. A few drops impart a 
| delicious flavor to a glass of cham- 
agne, and to all summer drinks. 
; 7 it, but beware of counterfeits. 
q Ask your grocer or druggist for 
q the genuine article, manufactured 
by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & 
SONS. 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, 
(Successor to J. W. HANCOX), 
Sole Agent for the United States. 














61 Broadway, NEW YORK. 
Fre we COL WEIS 
Vieaaa, 59S. ” Manufacturer of ? 


Meerschaum Pipes, 
SMOKERS’ ARTICLES, &c., 
Wholesale and Retail. Repairing done. Circular free. 
399 Broadway, New York. 
Factories: No. 69 Walker Street and Vienna. 








AT POPULAR PRICES. 


TOY BOXES, for Children, SMALL MUSIC BOXES, play- 


ing 2, 3, 4 and 6 Airs. 
accompaniments 

THE SUBLIME HARMONIE MUSIC BOX, patented by 
us, is superior to any other style made, ‘The great novelty is, how- 
ever, the INTERCHANGEABLE CYLINDER MUSIC BOX, 
lately patented by us. With this style you can buy from one toa 
thousand cylinders, The number is limitless. Great variety of 
cheap ALBUMS, WORK BOXES, CIGAR STANDS, DE- 
CANTERS, SWISS COTTAGES, al! with Music. 


M. J. PAILLARD & €0., 


No. 680 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 
Music Boxes Carefully Repaired. 


LARGE MUSIC BOXES, with various 





Dore 


PIANOS, 


33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 
Shaving Made Easy! 


“VROOM & FOWLER'S” SHAVING SOAP 


gives a quick, soft, lasting lather. Sent by mail on receipt o 
twenty cents, C. H. Rutherford 
For Sate EvervwHere. 26 Liberty St., N. Y. 


30 DAYS’ TRIAL FREE 


We send free on 30 days’ trial Dr. Dye’s Electro-Vol- 
taic Belts and other Electric Appliances to those 
suffering from Nervous Debilirty and K ndred Troubles. 
Also for Rheumatism, Liver and Kidney Troubles, 
and many other diseases. Speedy cures guaranteed. 1I- 
lustrated Pamphlet free. Address 


VOLTAIC BELT CO., Marshall, Mich. 
IMPERIAL GERMAN MAIL 


North German Lloyd 


STEAMSHIP LINE between 














Sailing every Saturday, 


Ms Company’s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hoboken. 
DONAJU, Saturday, Dec. 31st. | RHEIN, Saturday, Jan. igth. 
MOSEL, Saturday, Jan. 7th. NECKAR, Sat., Jan. arst. 
Rates of passage from NEW YORK to SOUTHAMPTON, 
HAVRE, or BREMEN: 
First Cabin, $100; Second Cabin, $60; Steerage, $30. 
Return tickets at reduced rates. Prepaid Steerage Certificates, $25 


OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, No. 2 Bowling Green. 


BOKER'S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 


STOMACH BITTERS, 


AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 


Quickly and 
[ASTHMA ?ermnen 


Permanently 
Dr.Stinson’s AsthmaRemedy 


is unequaled as a positive Cu RED} 


Alterative and Cure for 
It does not merely 


Asthma and Dyspepsia, 

and all their attendant evils. 

afford temporary relief, but is a permanent cure. 
Mrs. B. F. Lee, of Belmore, O., says of it: “Jam 




















surprised at the speedy effects of your remedy. It is 
the first aioe te six years that has loosened my 
cough and made expectoration easy. I now sleep all 
night without coughing.” If your druggist does not 
keep it, send for treatise ond ee to 


way, New Yor 


AMERICAN 


Star Soft Capsules. 


CHEAPEST, QUICKEST, SUREST, BEST 
AND MOST RELIABLE SOFT CAPSULES. 
Genuine Onty In 
Metallic Boxes, Star Stamped on Cover, with 
Blue Wrapper with Star Monogram. 

Victor E. Mauger & Petrie, 
110 Reade Street, New York 


HOPE’:-DEAF 


Dr. Peck's Artificial Ear Drums 


PERFECTLY RESTORE THE HEARING 
and perform the work of the Natural Drum. 
Always in position, bat invisible to others. 
All nversation and even whispers heard dis- 
tinctly. We refer to those using them. Send for 
descriptive circular with testimonials. Address, 
7 P. K, PECK &CO., 8568 Broadway, New York. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two of 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN No. 6 St. Marks Place, New York. 












































*‘Just got a new overcoat !— 
What’ll you drink, Gentlemen?” 
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‘“*Tt’s a boy this time— 
What’ll you drink, Gentlemen ?”’ 
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“ Just succeeded in failing in business !—What’ll ss 
you pad Gentlemen ?”’ 7 Treats in Order to Sell Goods. © “= 








OFFICE OF" PUCK”"23 WARREN ST.NEW YORK: 





MAYER, MERKEL & OTTMANN, LITH. 23-25 WARREN ST. NY. 


ANOTHER GREAT AMERICAN INSTITUTION—THE “TREATING” IDIOT. 





